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Then mayst thou remember hereafter,                    45

As whiles when people say

All this hath happened before

In the life of another day;

So mayst thou dimly remember

This tale of thy mother's voice,                               50

As oft in the calm of dawning

I have heard the birds rejoice,

As oft I have heard the storm-wind

Go moaning through the wood;

And I knew that earth was speaking,                      56

And the mother's voice was good.

Now, to thee alone win I tell it

That thy mother's body is fair

La the guise of the country maidens

Who play with the sun and the air;                        60

Who have stood in the row of the reapers

In the August afternoon,

Who have sat by the frozen water

In the high day of the moon,

When the lights of the Christmas feasting               65

Were dead in the house on the hill,

And the wild geese gone to the salt-marsh

Had left the winter still

Yea, I am fair, my firstling;

If thou couldst but remember me!                          70

The hair that thy small hand clutcheth

Is a goodly sight to see;

I am true, but my face is a snare:

Soft and deep are my eyes.

And they seem for men's beguiling                          75

Fulfilled with the dreams of the wise.

Kind are my lips, and they look

As though my soul hid learned

Deep things I have never heard of.